suffering. It was as though by leaving the house he
had been freed from the cold fetters of his childhood.
He was off in pursuit of a young woman who had had
the courage to break away from the gloomy weight
of her family. To-morrow, or, rather, to-day, I shall
be with my father, tucked away in a house no less
extraordinary than the one I have just left. A short
round of the garden, a brief exploration in the direc-
tion of the wood where the ground was spongy, with,
all around, the smell of early mushrooms, a few
minutes of silence by his mother's grave, and then
it would be all over. I shall go back to Juliette. She
must be waiting for me. I only hope she will have
gone to her friend, Micheline. I don't want her to
be entirely absorbed in waiting for me with a beating
heart. I will ask the paternal permission to take her
back some small memento, like a tourist.

"Hullo! what arejou up to?"

Fran?ois was suddenly startled into wakefulness by
Simon's voice. He was beginning to grow used to the
darkness. The sky seemed to have grown firmer among
the denser clouds. He crossed a small field of shaven
grass, and entered a little wood ringed by a bank and
a growth of prickly bushes. Simon was calling to him,
and Fran9ois sent back several answering shouts. He
was now among a stretch of stunted oaks with boughs
that swept the ground, clumps of chestnuts with long
and sodden leaves. He did not feel1 comfortable in
this slithery world where he was grazed and brushed
by growing things. Soon he came upon an expanse
of bracken which got between his legs and made pro-
gress difficult. Some of their fronds had turned white.
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